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FRONTPOINTS: 


Summer’s here and the time is right for... all kinds 
of charity walks in the Scottish hills. If it isn’t 
50-day attempts on the Munros, it’s dragging 
llamas up the Ben. If lowlevellers aren’t endlessly 
crocodiling through the Lairig, balaclava-ed hordes 
will be planting their boots on every Munro across 
Scotland. Now this is all well and good: the 
participants are wellmeaning, the ideas wellinten- 
tioned - but our hills are also becoming well wom 
away - the more so each year the lack of a decent 
winter denies paths the chance to lie fallow awhile. 


‘Charity’ has become so ubiquitous nowadays - 
witness 7e/ethon, Children in Need, Comic Reltef, 
anything involving Terry Woebegone - it’s easy to 
accept without question as a Good Thing. But there 
have to be questions asked about damage to the 
land itself - and not just in terms of erosion. Hill 
charity events - even the miles of Nevis and Lairig 
traipsers - are of course much smallerscale than the 
TV donation orgies, but surely do nothing to help 
resolve the growing problems re access. Many 
landowners, happy to accommodate lone or small- 
group walkers, justifiably flinch when massed 
ranks breenge their way uphill. 


Like it or not, marketing is god nowadays, and as 
our hills see ever more recreational use, the 
pressing need is notsomuch to market the hills 
themselves - bookshelves already creak under the 
weight of overkill - more the way we hillusers are 
viewed by the world at large. The prevailing 
mediaview is of hills swamped under a trample- 
ment of overuse - yet surely the truth is only 
certain areas are swarmed over. The rest - and, for 
many, the best - remain places where the solitude 
quotient is high. You know this, we know this, but a 
lot of folk who don’t climb hills are being led to 
believe otherwise. 


Thus the broader question of large parties on the 
hill - be they charitywalkers, bi-monthly climbing 
clubs, 100-strong fellraces or the ever more ela- 
borate last Munro gatherings (200 per year at the 
current rate?) needs looked at - and looked at by 
hillusers themselves. While nobody should ever be 
denied access to wild places, there’s a danger 
they’ll eventually be denied for us - and this 
would, if so, be partly our own fault. The way we 
all suffer when a few idiots abuse bothies is 
discussed elsewhere in these pages, yet there’s a 
similar need to ponder the consequences of the way 
we're currently treating the major hill areas, 
especially those including Munros. 


Perhaps to jab a finger at charity walks is slightly 
unfair, but we live in an age when criticising such 
events is one of the New Taboos, when Vlad could 
have a sponsored impale, 10p a time, and a good 
many kindly folk would still cough up. We’re not 
suggesting the denial of access to the masses - just 
the opposite in fact - but there’s a crying need for 
self-regulation, for a spreading of the load. To take 
the line that hills can be treated carte blanche will, 
like most examples of selfish individualism, take us 
nowhere fast. 


So we've dealt with Shakespeare v Glen Coe 
(TACT), given the beardy bard his right to 
reply (TAC2), then compared Shakespears 
Sister with the Glen Coe Sisters (TAC7). You 
think we ’ve exhausted the idea? Think again! 


10 Differences between Glen 
Coe and Seb Coe 


I. Glen Coe is in Argyll, Seb Coe is in Falmouth and 
Cambourne. 


2, Glen Coe is bounded on all sides by spectacular 
peaks such as Bidean nam Bian and the Aggy Ridge. 
Falmouth and Cambourne is surrounded on all sides by 
totally flat bits of England such as the Norfolk Broads, 
Anne Hathaway’s Cottage and Portland Bill. 


J, In 1981, Seb Coe broke the world records for 800m, 1000m and the mile. In 1991, Glen Coe 
broke the world records for the most number of Saga Holiday coaches seen end-to-end, the highest 
concentration of pipers in a single layby, and for having the most crap songs sung about it by 
Moira Kerr. 


4, The current odds on Seb Coe becoming Prime Minister by the year 2010 are 20 to 1. The odds 
on Glen Coe doing likewise are somewhat longer - as, too, are those for the Glen being part of a 
country over which Seb has no dominion when the time comes. 


5. Glen Coe is infamous for the 1692 massacre which saw many poor people suffer terrible 
injustice at the hands of the powers-that-be. Seb Coe is a member of an equally infamous 
organisation which successfully re-enacted this injustice on a nationwide basis in 1989 by 
introducing the Poll Tax. 


6. Seb Coe has long campaigned against the abuse of drugs in his sport. Glen Coe has long been 
the scene of secretive wacky-baccy smoking in such corners as the Lost Valley, Ossian’s Cave and 
Dr McSharkie’s tent. 


7. Glen is a common enough first name not only in Scotland (Nevis, Shiel, Brittle etc), but in the 
wider world at large (Close, Miller, Morangie). Seb - or Sebastian as he’s told to be called - is a 
silly, antiquated name with upperclass pretensions. Apart from the original Sebastian - an 
androgynous Saint shot through with arrows - the only one we can think of is Sebastian Flyte, the 
publicschool twit who trailed around with a teddybear in Brideshead Revisited. 


& Looking at things from a Yin and Yang point of view, Seb Coe’s temperamental antithesis was 
Steve Ovett: a laidback, easygoing Corinthian-type athlete who used to signal ‘I love you’ to his 
girlfriend at the end of races regardless of whether he won or 
lost. The opposite of Glen Coe is probably something like the 
Henley Regatta, the Tissington Welldressings - or, of course, 
the Complete Works of Shakespeare. 


¥. Another famous real-life Glen is Country & Western 
megastar Glen Campbell. This is ironic given it was the 
Campbells who massacred all the poor sods in Glen Coe in 
the first place. If a similar paradox was to emerge from Seb 
Coe’s name, it would be something along the lines of Carl 


=> 


Plenty oF ape ben-Johnson, Fatima Sanderson or Yvonne McColgan. 

iT ial . : : o) 
Capron neta 10. \f you try saying ‘Sebastian is MP for Falmouth’ very 
Hust speak todohn, fast with your mouth full, it comes out something like ‘He’s 


a foulmouthed bastard’. Strangely, this very type of person is 
to be found loitering in the Glen Coe laybys after closingtime 
most weekends of the year these days. 


Reg on Fags.. 


"They're a healthy outdoor 
pursuit." 


For reasons best known to themselves, TAC contributors have suddenly started submitting atticles with 
numerical tiles. Why should this be? Are they all iliterate? More likely, do they consider their editor iliterate? 
Or have they secretly gleaned he’s in possession of two maths A levels more than our current Prime Minister, 
and are hence sooking-up? Whatever, Andy Cloquet elsewhere has a dim view of the future, while Adam 
Kightley here reports on his move to England. He’s discovered there to be not enough hills, too many redbrick 
clinbingwalls - and also, it would appeal, has watched one too many Kubrick Movies... 


3001: An Other Odyssey 


Originally, this was to be a sparkling and gut-wrenchingly funny parody of a Sci-fi short story, about a distant 
time when some enlightened government had, supposedly in the name of conservation, closed off all the hills 
apart from one plastic-paved long-distance footpath linking the easiest route up every single Munro. Anyone 
could bag, maps were obsolete, there were even ‘pathlamps’ for night walkers, and plastic huts lined the route 
filled with food dispensers, creditcard-operated satellite TVs and phones. Step off the path for more than 30 
seconds (time for a quick pee, superloos every mile for solids), and the flying pigs would be notified. Etcetera. 
The hero would, in a final emotional scene, break out of the system and experience the orgasmic thrill (s/eaay 
on, there's enough of that on pp 8 & 9 - sttattiaced Ed.) of climbing, say, the Cobbler with only the distant glow 
of nearby Munros to remind him of civilisation. 


Originally. But the creative juice refused to flow, the muse was at the electrolysis clinic and | was no longer 
living with my Mum. Yet such a clever title could not go to waste, surely? Then the idea struck me. And one of 
its friends kicked me, then another, then they all laid into me with batons, leaving me badly injured. But the 
video showed it was ‘necessary force’ and the jury seemed happy, so that was OK. Whoops, sorry, can’t think 
where that came from... 


Anyhow, there woz i, with a title but no article. But the idea had struck. ‘Odyssey’ was the word, and had | not 
recently completed the greatest odyssey of all? Relief. TAC had, of course, covered the subject before. Turn to 
TAC3, p9. Ignore autobiography on p8 and there it is. Just waiting for my follow-up. Only one problem. 
Although my permanent move to this land of mists and mellow ex-hippies would be of interest to all those lucky 
enough to reside permanently in the Northern Zone, surely a sizeable proportion of TAC readers are sly Munro 
commuters? (Surely nor?! - genuinely shocked Ed.) Similar to those who smile at the opinion pollster and tell 
how they’re voting for change, then re-elect the party who'll take least out of their pocketmoney to waste on the 
homeless and ill, then return to suburbia in Volvos to perpetuate the corporate capitalist destruction machine 
that will one day destroy our hills, then... Sorry, sorry, lost it again... 


To recap. Article on my new world. Good for Caledonians, but what about the others? Nae problem, they will 
also be interested in an outsider’s view of their pathetic wee land. So, before the thousand words are up, 
here’s a brief description of the way the shortbread crumbles in these Southerly climes. 


’m here to study psychology at the University of Sussex, near Brighton. To those who know the place, it 
should come as no surprise that before my first year is out, I'll have done courses in logic, computing, 
philosophy, linguistics, statistics and artificial intelligence. And that’s quite a good metaphor for the South. You 
can get just about anything in nice little packaged compartments. Politics here, religion there, a bit of leisure, a 
bit of work, some nice places, some nasty places, but none of it more than lukewarm. Occasional obsessive 
nutters, granted, but normal people are just not all that individual. | chose this Yooni partly because it is the 
only one in Britain located in an Area of Outstanding Natural Beauty. Which is kinda depressing, as the Area in 
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question is the Sussex Downs. Now I’ve nothing against them, indeed they keep me sane, but a bumpy, 
grassy, fieldy patch covered in paths and people just isn’t, to me, very Outstanding. Pretty, yes. Relaxing, yes. 
Occasionally idyllic, yes. Outstanding, not quite. 


It must have some effect on the collective psyche of a race to have no real escape, you know. Football and 
alcohol and the myriad other distractions are nice in their way, but the lack of any real way out has got to affect 
you somehow. Maybe |’m the typical blinkered enthusiast, unable to understand how folk exist without their 
weekly bout of blindfold indoor bobsleigh, but there is something qualitatively different about hillwalking. 
Spending just one day travelling without meeting another soul is, must be, one truly effective form of therapy. 
Maybe the reason all the latest daft ideas catch on around here, from crystal healing to bodybuilding, is the 
lack of anything approaching a wilderness. 


But although the previous paragraphs show a worrying tendency to ramble in the most (only?) irritating sense 
of the word, most TAC readers will admit there are no signs in my prose of the complete loss of faculties to be 
expected had | been denied all access to the real world since that still day last October. And this is not due 
only to the overdoses indulged in each long holiday, as there are many who share my sense of loss, even 
amongst those who have never really had it to lose 
in the first place. They, in this university, are the 
Mountaineering Society (MSoc), also known as 
lemmings. An odd grouping in some ways, the initial 
division is between those who define mountaineer- 
ing as spending time miles from home in the wet, 
and those who define it as driving 2.5 miles every 
Wednesday to the nearest climbing wall, where they 
put on lycra shorts, tie themselves to each other and 
pretend to be spiders. And although a common love 
of inebriation joins these two together, ye cannae 
serve God and Mammon, or holds and crampons, 
though some valiantly try. 


Of the true believers, there are further splits. Firstly, 
tourists and hackers. Tourists are mostly foreign, 
and joined for the cheap trips all over the country 
which come with the club. They are sometimes 
ludicrously under-equipped, though less likely to 
indulge in the drink ‘n’ spew sessions favoured by 
many in the club. Hackers come from all nations and 
love only to walk and breathe and look and reach 
the top. (Personal note: Though | fall into the latter 
category, my Significant Other falls into the former. 
That's culture-crossing for you.) Of the hackers, 
there is also the traditional split into equipment 
snobs and equipment inverse snobs. Some believe 
in a more subtle division into males and females, but 
| would ask whether the supporters of such a view 
possess any one factor that could distinguish one 
from another. 


And so this odd bunch set off every few weekends in a variety of the most laughable forms of transport ever to 
grace British roads. It arrives very late at some field, half of it freezes while the other half erects tents, it sleeps 
till lunch, walks till dark, drinks till ill, repeats until the weekend is over, then drives back, usually crashing or 
breaking 50% of the vehicles before re-entering the Land of Dreams that is a university campus. And such is 
the cost of a degree. Memorable incidents include the destruction of a minibus roofrack which for some reason 
had not been designed for holding parties on. 


Then there was Maurice, who hitched through the November night to get to Dartmoor, arrived as we woke, 
then hiked all day, drank all evening and still managed to do say the one about the pheasant plucker. And for 
rag week, a minibus of mixed nuts attempted to do Snowdon, Scafell and Nevis in 24 hours, proving 
something, we think. There are good people down here, and not all Scots are the honest, cheerful folk | 
sometimes make them out to be in local company. But you don’t know what your luck is until you miss it. 
(Thats enough undergraduate reminiscence - Ed) 


In view of TAC reporter Perkin Warbeck's rather hotheaded words on the subject of ‘field sports’ 
last issue, he was sent to research the subject more thoroughly. Inthe course of his researches he came 
upon the book 'The Art of Good Shooting' by Major JE M Ruffer(sic). As well as some timely advice 
on shredding fauna at a distance, the major also includes some illustrations 

which should serve TAC readers well as a guide to indentifying dangerous 
beasts. The chequed and hairy plumage of the beasts and their distinctive 
carriage make them easily recognisable. They are dangerousat all times and 
have no set mating season. Some naturalists have cast doubt that they can 
mate at all, but they do keep appearing year after year, so somehow they 


must manage. 


The Major 


Some of the Major's advice appears to throw some light on the 
nature of the so called ‘field sportsmen’ : 


Take care not to mount ahead of the bird, because then there will 
be no acceleration to the swing. Take care not to give too much 
lead. If you are mounting well , as you have been taught the lead 
becomes a minor factor; it feels like a few inches, as the swing is 


kept going. 


If any reader has an idea what is being said by the young chap 
to the major do write in. Who knows, there may be a fabulous 
prize. 


AVARASMmswev"Ww) 


Sounds familiar...? 


The Langcraigs Club’s attempt 
on Stob Fean Tomhais: 


If you were asked to list a Richter 
Scale of 1-10 for a bad day on the 


"| 


hills, it may run something like this: 4) 
7. Wet i 
Well, this walk rated 11 due to the 
2. Wet and windy fact that we weren’t even sure we 
3. Wet, windy and cloudy made it to the top. Best summed up 
LN as we came, but we didn’t see 
| Very wet anything and we didn‘t conquer Stob 
5. Very wet and windy Fean Tomhais either. It can‘t be that 
wet again - please! 
6. Very wet, windy and cloudy 
Fh 8 eninge NB. - Certain club members graded 
é eader taking wrong path it as a 12, but it wasn’t my Volvo that 
8 7 + burns in spate across path got stuck in the mud. 
9. 8 + route blocked by Deer Park Patricia M Barrie 
J2. 9 + route further blocked by new Alastair Boyd 


forestry fence 


J'Accuse, Steve Bell 


Satirical cartoonist and scourgeof 3 : 
the Establishment, Steve Bell is hg 
apparently running short of ideas. (4 

Raving leftie Bell, age unknown, \ 


‘ a Ze Ss ~ e 
has lambasted the Tory cabinet fOr — <‘mnire never nsars pace will | wayed, so the whole cout |xiirable Fhe daruset 
years by likening them to various The Grauniad 21/5/92 


dumb animals. In a recent cartoon 
he appears to be implying sheepish 
tendencies to our respected Prime 
Minister. However, Bell disguises 
his influences about as well as 
Shakin Stevens. The matter is in 
the hand of The Angry Corrie's 
solicitors, 


SPECIAL NON-OLYMPIC OFFER!!! 
BUY YOUR MURDO MUNRO NOW!!! 


Available now - medium, large and extra-large hi-quality “Hanes” T-shirts with your 
favourite hillwalking cartoon character in glorious graphic detail. Front shows 
Murdo’s friendly bearded visage; back details his current “World Tour” around 
various dingy Highland dosses, howffs and bothies a million miles from Barcelona. 


: a punt’ 
| ‘ WEI TouR 
a ‘B: 
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SCOTLAND f F1RST? FINEST 
HRLWALKING FANINE 
TIALS 


Available direct from House 48, 170 Sandiefield Road, Glasgow G5 ODL. Price: 
£10 including p & p. Allow 28 days for delivery. Also on sale in certain outdoor 
stockists, but we’re not saying which. Specially designed without Olympic ring logo. 


SUBSCRIBE TO THE ANGRY CORRIE... 


Rather than forever traipsing into your local equipment stockist to buy TAC, why 
not receive it hot off the press? 66 secures you one whole year’s worth of your falo 
fanzine (6 issues), delivered direct to your door. Address as above. Take out a TAC 
subscription - and save on firelighters at those midsummer barbecues. 


.. .OR GO FOR OUR GREAT TWO-IN-ONE OFFER: 


£12.50 FOR BOTH A T-SHIRT AND A FULL YEAR‘S 
SUBSCRIPTION, BOTH POST-FREE!! 


TAC - YOUR FIRST AND FINEST HILLWALKING FANZINE 


Now we know fine well some of you out there think Shere Hite is a madeup name used by someone who wanted to write 
climbing books under the guise of sex manuals, And, for that matter, some of you can't see past the fact that her initials 
Spell Site, chortle chortle - but you're just pitifal souls really. And then there’s Gordon Smith, a man whose evety 


waking moment - yes, we did say waking - seems given over to rummaging around in the seedy netherworld where 
summuts and sex coincide, and who has trouble telling the ditterence between Don Whillans and Don Giovannt ... 


NO SEX PLEASE, WE’RE BAGGERS 


Regular readers will be aware of the suggestion made in these pages recently to the effect that hillwalking is an almost 
entirely sexless activity, and that its adherents are but sentient Action Men and Sindy dolls: at first glance they seem fine 
specimens, but on further inspection are found entirely to lack certain vital parts. Although this slur has been levelled at 
hillwalkers, it most certainly cannot be aimed at the hills and mountains themselves, which are often potent sexual 
symbols. The image of the jagged mountain rising in awe-inspiring majesty to pierce the clouds is one that has suggested 
the male member to wishful thinkers across the globe, from the Devil’s Point in the Cairngorms to Shivling in the 
Himalayas. Not all hills are phallic symbols, however; some are undoubtedly feminine: witness the various Paps and 
Ciochs protruding all over the country. Gentlemen readers of my own age may recall sniggering with prepubescent delight 
as they watched the fine figure of Moira Anderson on 7he White Heather Club: ‘These are my mountains/and this is my 
glen...’, she would sing, her matronly Mamores heaving all the while. So there is at least a symbolic connection between 
mountains and sex; but is it true that those who haunt the hills are cold and sexless creatures? Is hillwalking a sex 
substitute, the knackered gasp of triumph at the cairn a symbolic orgasm? 


Freud would have had a field day (Feel day? Vot are you meaning by feel day?) were he to have studied the customs of 
modem hillfolk. Take, for example, dress: hillwalkers tend to be the 
owners of the world’s most expensive dirty raincoats, often paying over 
two hundred quid for a multi-coloured Goretex waterproof which is 
usually named after a strange and exotic place you have never been and 
are never likely to go, like Trango or Sikkim (so why not on the same 
premise call them Shettleston or Methil...? But I digress). The wearers 
very occasionally get their raincoats dirty by messing around in peat bogs, 
but more often the smudges and stains get there from inky fingers. For 
every cagoule you see on the hill, you will see ten in Menzies or WH 
Smith, each Goretex shell hiding from general view the furtive fumbling 
going on undemeath. The wearer’s other hand is clutching a shaking copy 
of one of the glossy porno mags, Zieh or Climax and Hamshanker, 
open at the gear review page; he is peering at it with the assiduity which 

an adolescent boy brings to the study of the lingerie section of the FB 
Freeman’s catalogue: ‘The Berghaus Grangemouth all-weather mountain ; 
jacket uhuhuh is of Goretex uhuhuh construction and has four zipped pockets oooooh mama plus an internal map pocket. 
It comes mmmmmmm in four pastel colours awwww...’ 


Away from the magazine racks may be found a fellow deviant. I, I mean he, has noticed a title hidden away on the 
bookshelves, and his prurient curiosity is aroused. He looks around to see if anyone is watching, he reaches up to the 
book, he is just about to touch it when he hears footsteps. Flustered and with buming face, he pretends to have picked the 
wrong book. Hurriedly he puts it back on the shelf, adding a loud tut of indignation for the benefit of the passer-by. He 
grabs the nearest book he can find. It is about knitting. He feigns interest in the purl and plain until the footsteps pass and 
fade; quickly, and now boldly, he lays hand on the distasteful cover. It falls open at a well thumbed page. He peers closely 
at the poorly reproduced black and white pictures, straining his eyes to the very sockets at the monochrome shapes, 
attempting to discern with little success precisely what is going on in each tawdry frame. The predictable and 
cliche-ridden text is of little help in identifying the positions, and serves only to provide a nauseating commentary on the 
scenes. He knows that if he is to have his sordid gratification he must examine this book at leisure. He turns to the dust 
cover and looks at the price. Like all hardcore material, it is vastly overpriced. Despondently, a perverted longing still 
aching within him, he returns McNeish’s Zhe Best Hillwalking in Scotland to the shelf. 


This dreadful scene provokes the question of why so many of these Goretex wearers are hanging about newsagents when 
they could be out on the hill. Why do they prefer a vicarious experience to the real thing? (I was going to call it a 
masturbatory experience, but that would be to malign what is, after all, a harmless and inoffensive pastime - I leave the 
reader to decide which is which.) As gear fetishists, by the way, climbers are even more outrageous than hillwalkers. The 
late Don Whillans may have been rough tough gruff all-smoking, all-drinking biker, but he could have given points (no 


pun intended) to Jean Paul Gaultier. Indeed the Whillans harness needs only to be topped by a conically cupped bra to 
complete the Madonna panoply. Let me confess right here that I own a Whillans harness. I saw it in the window of the Dr 
Barnardo’s shop and knew I had to have it, even if it meant taking up rock-climbing. So taken was I by the idea that I 
never for a moment asked myself why anyone would want to give what appeared to be a perfectly good piece of 
equipment to a charity shop; now when I wear it, gripped above a six foot drop, I often ponder on whether the harness’s 
relationship with orphans is in any way causative. So I went in and purchased it, raising slightly the eyebrow of an old 
lady behind the counter. When I got home, I decided to give it a wash and put it out on the line to dry, which action 
resulted in mothers rushing to cover the eyes of children playing in neighbouring gardens, some threatening and abusive 
phonecalls; and a Christian fundamentalist picket outside my front door. No matter: I wear it still, with two sawn-off 
Squeezy bottles for a bra. Get into the groooove... 


But to return to the link between sex and climbing ‘literature’: such books are, like pornography, intended to arouse by 
their lurid and graphic depiction of the writer’s exploits. Indeed, it was an obsessive interest in self-abuse that led an 
acquaintance (not me, mum) to borrow Hamish Brown’s 7he Great Walking Adventure from the local library. It was 
only after reading three chapters that he realised he had misread the title, and that a completely different kind of jerking 
off was involved. Nevertheless, the mistake has given me an idea for a highly original book, which would put an 
interesting spin on the MacGregor Across Scotland -type pot-boiler. I am at present researching the work: subtitled Ozaa 
on a Little Further, it will needless to say be a handbook. 


The book which has the most profound effect on hillwalkers is not really a book at all, but a list: it is of course Muaro 's 
Tables. Like Leporello reciting the names, places and dates of Don Giovanni’s conquests, baggers everywhere tick each 
hill as it is mounted and mastered. Having completed the 277 (fewer than a fifth of the Don’s total), they are then reduced 
to pursuing easier humps such as Corbetts and complete pushovers like the Donalds. Freud would doubtless agree that the 


Gs GAE* OB listomanic personality extends his kink into other areas of human 

ae PAY experience: in other words, Munro-baggers probably tick off sexual 

7 positions in 7he Joy Of Sex and the Kama Sutra. One can imagine these 
es. bearded oafs conversing in the pub: Have you done position 42 yet? No 

Ca but I hope to fit it in with 75 at the Easter weekend. I was up 102 last 
(t IX week, though, then went down for 69 - a bit blowy on top, though, etc. 


Being the spouse of such a bagger would bring its own problems, it being 
in the nature of the creature never to return to previously trodden grounds 
before the list is completely ticked. Imagine the scene in the marital bed: 
Hey, leave that alone. What do you think you’re doing? Swa zon what? 


( ae | \ \\ Oh that. No, I don’t really want to do that one, dear. Why not? Because 
TRE, ( | I’ve already done it, that’s why not... Yes I have. Just let me look up the 
ql MBLE * \\ log book... here it is, position 69, 14th January 1976, weather fine... I 


know you weren’t there, but that hardly matters... well you’ll just have to 
do it on your own some day, because there’s no point in me doing it 
again. Look, here’s a picture of 221; I haven’t done that one yet... 


Literature, however, does offer conclusive proof that the beast with two backs is made on mountains, despite what you 
may have read in these pages. Cherie Bremer-Kamp, author of Zivimg an the Edge: 


We indulged our tastebuds with culinary delights such as fresh yak butter and garlic, adding to our diet of prepackaged 
munute rice and dehydrated vegies. Such simple things provided boundless comfort. Making love was so gentle, yet so 
sensuous, a statk contrast to the formidable enviromment we were separated from by the thin fabric of the tent. 


A friend of mine (not me, darling) had a similar Rousseauvian experience on Arran: having met a girl while camping in 
Glen Rosa, he embarked on a vigorous programme of foreplay consisting of twelve pints of heavy in the Ormidale and a 
display of vomiting in the car park. Such simple things obviously did not provide boundless comfort to the young lady in 
question, as she immediately fled, leaving our hero to return to the solitary pleasures of his tent. There the midges 
indulged their tastebuds on his exposed flesh as he embarked on another Great Walking Adventure. The lesson of 
hindsight is that he should have abstained from 70/- and stuck to the yak butter and garlic. 


Nevertheless, the thought and the intention were there: and that is enough to confound the allegations of those who suggest 
that we are an asexual lot, and that our highlands are sexless places, where you only get Laide on a map of Ross and 
Cromarty and nothing but the cold wind doth blow. Seek, and ye shall find fetishism, cross-dressing, self-abuse, sheep and 
the occasional companion of the opposite sex on the hill; and nor is the gay community excluded from the physical 
fellowship of the hill: for in certain city-centre bars on a Friday night you will always find somebody who will invite you 
to Beinn Odhar... 


Mountaineering Melodies No.6 

Oh hand me down my big boots 

/ believe 11 go walking... 

When heart is open. Van Morrison. 1980 


So it would seem that besides walking down 
Cypress Avenue to lay 10/1 bets on Lester 
Piggott, along streets all wet with rain to 
meet John Donne, T.S.Eliot and Rambo 
down by the pylons, and out to Coney Island 
to liberate goldfish, Van the Man also finds 
time to pull on a pair of Raichles and head 
for the summits. Another lyric from the same 
period supports this: ‘..and | will do my 
jig/among the rolling hills...’. 


But questions must be asked. Doubt must be cast. All empirical evidence suggests the 
owner of the mightiest voice in Christendom rarely ventures far outwith the mystic triangle 
formed by recording studio, pub and little pasta house down on the corner. Put kindly, and 
to use the in-vogue vocabulary of political correctness, he’s aesthetically, corporeally and 
aerobically challenged. Or put less kindly, as is TAC’s wont, he’s puddingfaced, fat and so 
unfit-looking that even the Hill of Zion may not be feasible when the evil day comes. 


K\\tllin, 


ACrOss. 

7. Aluminium bothy (677 7. Sea inlet on Skye (477 

7. \can visit oil about what stops at Glasgow’s west end (72) 2 Arkaig bothy (77) 

& Sounds like a German male colony (77 3. A Skye holiday (64 

2 Another title for a 200w7 (3) 4, Possible navigational consequence (44) 
77. Point east nearly (9) 5. Different red teal (77 

73. Correctly identify rumble in sky (477 6 Midges are thus initially (7,6) 

75. When snow should fall (42.6) 70. Ram, or what he does (3) 

76. Himalayan trail (4) 72, Fish are stout migrating /&/ 

78. Features in this SE fishing port (@) 74, Foamy like beer (6) 

27. Altitude can give you this /@/ 77. Retail Price Index (3 

22, What salmon may use (J/ 79. A Scottish Union initially (7, 7, 7) 


20. Short start to the Inaccessible Pinnacle (2) 


Solution to Xword No.3: Across: 1,13 down,18.mountain bothies association, 6.neist,8.nod- 
ding, 11.toes,12.directs,14.thole,15.leny,16.0.s.,18.see 7 across, 20.handrails. Down: 1.monadhliath,2.under one sun, 
3.ingests,4.n.e.,5,staggering,7.if,9.itch,10.not,13.see 7 acvoss,17.scar,19.ami. 
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...And they call it democracy 


Further to TAC7’s brief note on the trials of Gigha, useful background was recently screened in the shape of a 7//s Week 
programme which ran the island’s erstwhile and errant owner to ground. You may recall Malcolm Potier (brother of the more 
famous Sidney) recently having been declared bankrupt, with his island tenants consequently left in financial and proprietorial 
limbo. The TV crew tracked down the allegedly skint Potier in an openair London restaurant. Here he was stuffing his 
penniless face with lobster within sight of Canary Wharf, temple of Thatcherite mammon and symbol of all the Baron of Gigha 
represents. Cut to the humble McSporrans, genial souls and general workhorses in Gigha. They tell of Potier having run up a 
slate at the island postoffice. Well, what do you expect: if a man owes £30 million to Swiss banks he can hardly be expected 
to cough up for milk tokens, can he now? It also transpires Potier owns Glasgow’s least loved and most ugly building: Tay 
House, the salmonpink officeblock recently built atop the fabled ‘bridge to nowhere’. Again the symbolism strikes home. Tay 
House is, of course, lying empty - it’s a recession, innit? - but the TV unearthed murky lease agreements involving a dummy 
company based in the Caicos Islands. Potier seems to like dealing with islands: his accountant, John Solly, operates out of 
wellknown taxhaven the Isle of Person - but of course denies any shady goings-on. Meanwhile, back off the Kintyre coast, 
local residents gather in the community hall to watch the tape of their absentee laird. Postmatch comment is brief and bitter. 
Not that Potier cares: cook lobsters alive in boiling water, leave the islanders to flounder in a financial Corrievreckan, it’s all 
the same to him. 


TAC hits the big time! Well, not quite, but we’re invited into the audience for an access debate sponsored by Scottish 
Conservation Projects at the Royal Highland Show. The Show itself is something of an eyeopener: Barbour jackets, 
shootingsticks, roll ‘n’ Belted Galloway, horsejumping, the queen, nine quid to get in to see what Lamborghini made before 
they started playing about with sportscars. And virtually every Tory voter in Scotland all on the one site. The debate is less 
exciting. Landowner John Grant of Rothiemurchus, cherubic Antacid and Highland Toffee magnate Rennie McOwan, gaunt 
Rambler Dave Morris and Magnus Magnusson’s SNH gangmember Alan Blackshaw spend an hour or so being rather too 
pleasant to each other. Part of the trouble lies in Grant being too reasonable a landowner: what's really needed is a ‘ban 
them and flog them’ merchant like Lord Burton. There’s also a predominance of tweedy farm types in the audience, too many 
preplanned questions (does Sissons do this on the real Question Time? One fears so), and, almost inevitably, not enough 
women: none on the panel apart from the chair, Frieda Morrison, and only 5 out of 40-odd in the assembled throng. Even one 
of these dozes off midway through. But there are some interesting quotes, points initiated if not carried through. Morris 
reveals Ben Nevis is now ‘owned’ by a Birmingham accountant. Blackshaw suggests stalkers could teach walkers about the 
virtues of ‘The Long Walk In’. This is laughable: your TAC editor has twice in his life been hauled up before a kangaroo court 
of stalkers on the hill, and on both occasions they were crammed slothfully inside a landrover. McOwan posits his now 
oft-heard line about making access more difficult, then more relevantly suggests understanding of how estates and farms are 
managed should be regarded as part of hillcraft every bit as much as navigation skills and iceaxe handling. From the floor, 
journalist John Ritchie points out that from the time of Malcolm II till the ‘45, concepts of landownership didn’t exist in 
Scotland: estates were run on a caretaker basis, and a return to this is needed. Mary Connor from the Scottish Canoeists 
Association speaks of the need to educate incoming landowners, and there’s general sad agreement with McOwan’s 
comment that ‘land can be bought and sold as one would a jacket’. The nearest sparks get to flying is over exactly how much 
walkers and their like contribute to local economies. But it’s mainly just semantic manoeuvring: we leave with the impression 
that were everything really so polite and civilised, there would be little to worry about. The reality, of course, is hinted at in 
Grant’s assertion that hills should be funded as a public service like, say, the NHS. He means it well, yet given the latter’s 
present uncertain future it perhaps won’t be long before forestry and waterboard privatisation allows landowners, like hospital 
managers, scope to ‘opt out’ from the public domain. 


Reg's twin brother 
Murdo on 


Hillwalking .. 


"It gives you cancer, 
ischaemic heart disease, 
chronic bronchitis..." 


The totally useless equipment guide 


No.5 - The Dog 
Good points and features. 


* During tiresomely steep ascents, put the dog on its lead, clip 
the other end to your belt or waiststrap and allow yourself to 
be towed uphill with minimal effort. Wintertime allows this 
scenario to be enhanced by the addition of a pair of skis. 


* Should you be so rash as to venture forth in winter without 
crampons, ownership of a small- or medium-sized pooch can 
come in handy. Simply choose your required ice-gully, grasp 
the dog by its front paws, then use the claws to frontpoint to 
the top. 


* Similarly, should you be so rash as to venture forth at any 
time of year without food, the dog again comes in handy. 
Make a fire using sticks, stones and fronds of bracken, chop 
the dog into small, bite-sized pieces and barbecue gently. Pit 
bulls and corgis feed 1, collies and the longer dachshunds 
2-3, labs, alsatians and rottweilers 4 or more. 


* Alternatively, if caught in a whiteout, keep the dog alive and use it to protect frostbitten extremities. First slice 
open the stomach with a sharp knife, then thrust your numb digits deep into the warm, pulsing entrails. 


* This can be taken a stage further if a particularly large dog is owned - a St Bernard, say. Avoid the need to 
dig a Cairngorm-plateau snowhole by opening up the dog completely and crawling inside. Cosier than many 
bothies. 


* Always carry your old 7/6 Dog Licence. If entry to the CIC hut is barred by inhospitable pedants, simply show 
them the Licence and kid on it’s an SMC membership card. They'll be too full of whisky to know the difference 
- especially if the Licence states the dog to be male. 


Bad points and reatures. 


* Numerous hill-fatalities have been caused by hapless walkers being pulled over crags by dogs-on-leads 
during descent. This is, however, really the fault of the bastard sheep which cause dogs to be put on leads in 
the first place. (See below.) 


* Ownership of the dog facilitates awareness of just how very stupid sheep are. You have with you a mightily 
intelligent, strong-haunched, bright-eyed, fleet of foot companion, yet feel obliged to keep it tethered to a piece 
of string whenever in the vicinity of pea-brained, spindly-legged, pathetically bleating Pitlochry Woollen Mill 
fodder, destined to end their days upside-down in a burn or blithely carted away in the abattoir van. 


* Ownership of the dog also allows appreciation of 
the animosity of landowners. You will occasionally 
be forced into protecting your bushy-tailed, happy- 
go-lucky friend from a patronising, arrogant, tweed- 
suited, Scottish Fie// -reading arsehole with a gun. 
The worst kind have a landrover full of their own 
dogs just around the back, but would never dream 
of threatening to shoot them. 


* Even after 12 hours on the hill, when you’re weary 
of leg and still miles from home, the dog will 
dishearteningly continue to wag its tail and frolic just 
as it did 22 miles and 8 hills earlier. 


* Strong chance of being mistaken for one of 
history’s notorious dogowners - e.g. John Bull, 
Barbara Woodhouse, John Noakes. 


* If used in conjunction with a beard and a Munro, 
even stronger chance of being mistaken for Hamish 
Brown. 
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TRAVEL 


Time T arranged a holiday 
for myself. SUMMER has 
arrived after all! 


MURDO MUNRO 
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DO RR INN OIE 
- HES A BUGGER 
H The eit Liners of Mer Lodge 
B have Set up a TRAVEL COMPANY. 
H It's the only way you get 
Fy ACCESS now. & 


Oe OK Everyone! Your names are on the Lill) 
ao: BOTHY DOORS. Rendezvous in The Lodge }j 
=a pS at \800 hou ts for FUN TIME I! pro 


--. and So.. the Wet Goreter:: 


1. ONA ThE winner 1s S 
_,.MURDO MUNRO } 


OK FOLKS! Tonite if! 
WET GOR les COMET pos 
‘and "FASS THE SHEEPI\ = 
Fomotrow its RIVER RAFING! 
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This is OUTRAGEOUS! 

I specifically asked 

for NO EN SVITE 
FACILITIES!!! 


Ito build a raft and 
5 NUN THE RAPIDS! 


Ss 
It'll bea 
Shame whenit's gone 


Ext this is The last remaining vestige 
of CALEDONIAN PINE FoREST ! 


} 


ZA At 90° 133451 
You will have a N= 


5 Treasure Hunt! pa 
“NIGHT OF FUN !875- == 


| Ho full this trol of Ry; an li} 
BADGER DRorrinGs will Jo #174 
leag me to its set! ee Pes 
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A littleknown fact about famous author George Orwell is that he didn’t latterly move to the Isle of Jura 
to write, but as part of his pioneering attempt at politically correct Corbettbagging. He also got round to 
writinga cautionary allegory of a not too dim and distant future called ‘’1984’’. One of these - but we're 
not saying which - is perhaps the reason why Andy Cloquet is harking forward to the year “1994”... 


The electorate had abandoned Scotland and now Scotland had been sold off. Year after year of relentless sales had 
left Scotland barren. Oil, housing, schools, iron and steel, water, gas, electricity, hospitals, roads, railways, airports, 
buses, parks, carparks, local councils and even public toilets had befallen the Southern plunder for profit. 


The border road between Carlisle and Newcastle was now a no-man’s land patrolled by the private commando 
unit of a group of political opportunists, so that what was lured South couldn’t return North and what was not 
wanted in the South had to stay North. Scotland had been drained off hook, line and sinker except for one 
mountainous Omission. 


The issue of the Scottish highlands remained a thistle in the record of government mismanagement. People used 
the mountains and enjoyed them, yet no profit was being made. So, how could He blast his coup de grace and bring 
about the greatest graywash ever? 


Well, His aim was to set Scotland entirely in concrete and thereby satisfy the preservation lobby once and for all, 
whilst removing the land from His political spectrum. The crux of the matter - VS at least! - was how to squeeze 
out every last dram and ducat from the country before sending in McAlpine. 


Slowly but ever so desperately lethally a major idea oozed from His mind: Privatise the mountains! By giving each 
member of His government a mountain to look after as a separate company, shares could be offered on each hill. 
Each hill “company” would have to be marketed as attractively as possible so as to command the best price on 
flotation and thus ensure the highest returns from access charges. 


In the North, surely but ever so desperately slowly, it was beginning to dawn on the committee of an influential 
“Oddfellows Hill and Social Club”, that, in their way of thinking, walking was soon to be dead if He got His way. 
Time after time, the Club’s members had published books extolling the wealth of excitement to be had under 3000' 
and also South of the Iron Memorial Wall, built across Southern Scotland in recognition of one woman’s unstinting 
and tireless desecration of Alba. Instead of Club Members taking heed of other hill opportunities, and because they 
were being led a song and dance by the equipment dealers in their mountainside supermarkets, the Membership 
and many other footsore punters set about bashing the tops. 


Inevitably, He in the South had realised the potential lying on the Sgurrs, Stobs and Bens. Actually, the money- 
spinning gains to be had from the hills had been all too obvious, because even TOAST - Trample Over All Scotland 
Today - had clicked ontoit. TOAST’s scheme was that, under the pretence of fundraising, weekly mass walks were 
organised in partnership with Neviso, knowing full well that the punters would use any excuse to burn up their 
hardearned cash on bits ‘n’ bobs that would prove utterly useless on anything more wild than the owners’ 
staircases. There was nothing “free” about this market 
Clint says: and He, in the South, wanted some of the action - well, 
all of it, to be exact! 
me Anyhow, I digress. Suffice it to say that there was 
me “Write to virtually nothing that would stop the punters from 
The Angry Corrie laying out loads of money before they ever put a foot on 
House 48 a hill, even if the philanthropic scam of TOAST and 
infi Neviso was as obvious as Ayer’s Rock. Further, it 
Pcrmecnod Hiad wouldn't have taken a Mutant Teenager any longer than 
it takes to throw up a pizza, let alone a politician, to 
conclude that other than trails of litter, Munro Muggers 
didn’t give anything from their wallets for enjoying their 
bizarre high-topped hobby. Mind you, it took Him and 
His blue-rinsed predecessor nigh on fifteen impotent 
years tocatch on-and that was with the help of Clamberer 
and Footslogger, with its insipid half-baked excuse for an 
editor, as a government organ purportedly acting as a 
spy in the camp/on the hill. 


Glasgow 


For the Oddfellows Club in the North, all hell had let loose with the worry of things to be, and so members and 
invited male guests gathered for a pretty important session of moronic rituals and tales from the CIC. 


“What can we do? There’s going to be nothing free left for us to do if He gets away with this one’, bemoaned the 
self-styled Master of Munros, Corbetts and anything else brave enough to rise above sea-level. “My dog has yet 
to complete its tenth round hopping on three legs. I can’t afford to pay for the remaining hills.” “I suppose our Club’s 
trust could afford to subsidise selected members now that we’ve got girls in the Club? We could charge the skirt 
double just to be elected as Honourary Men”, said a tweed-suited gentleman only just tall enough to hook his nose 
into the double poteen and Tia Maria on the table in front of him. 


“What about the ol’ timers?”, piped up a voice. “I suppose that instead of bagging we could try some of this 
climbineering, although I’ve never done a Hard Stiff route in my puff.” 


Well, that did it. With false teeth and incontinence from the geri-members flying everywhere, while some skeleton 
propped against the Glen Mankie decanter screamed “Climbing! We’re the Scottish Munro Club, not some cheap 
thrills-and-spills bunch of leotarded rope-hangers!”’, burbling by the bastions of Scottish high life dragged on until 
the dreaded moment. 


Which came. In the South, the New Year Crawlers and Birthday Sycophants lists were announced, and with them 
prices for the mountains awarded to each government member. The Irish Secretary got the equally remote Seana 
Bhraigh. The former Junior Health Secretary got Braigh Coire Chruinn-bhalgainn, as she was the only Party 
member with a mouth big enough to get her tongue round its name. The Party Chairman got Ben Lawers, as it was, 
like his Party in the North, heavily eroded and damaged. In fact, he installed a whirlpool and spa in the Visitor’s 
Centre, owing to the loss of his Roman bath back in ’92. (You mean there aren't such things there already? - surprised 
Ed.) 


One Scots MP got lucky though. As a reward for malice and malpractice, he got both Sgurr Dearg and Bla Bheinn: 
one hill for each Scottish Office post he used to hold. Also, being totally ignorant, he was best suited to installing 
the ladders now pinned to these tops. To begin with there was a problem in awarding Creag Pitridh, as it was really 
an insult to Munro status. However, it was soon quite obvious to whom it should go, as without his Solicitor- 
Generalship, who was better suited to this mountain zit than the Tartan Terror of the Tay? - especially as he was 
an insult to everyone else. (That's a bit unfair to Creag Pitridh if you ask me. I quite like it. - Ed.) 


That was it. The Scottish mountains were listed on the Stock Market and the Club’s share-hawks gleefully engaged 
in writing numerous books about the mountains they had shares in. They had one aim that of creaming off as much 
profit as possible from the hordes of kit-laden Goretexed lemmings. If TOAST and Neviso could doit so could they. 
To hell with conservation, just get punters onto the hills with the new Club motto: ‘Conservation Renders All 
Poor’’. Totally privatised, each Scottish 3000-er was renamed after itsnew owner. Likewise, the Club renamed itself 
from the Scottish Munro Club to the Tory Club. 


A new list was there for the ticking: 277 Tories. What a great new game: knocking them off! 


GREENHOUSE EFFECT: SHOCK NEW EVIDENCE! 


This quote, from a touristy leaflet 
tentitled Romantic and Historic 
f } : Dunvegan Castle, caught our eye. 

i bee aa eee Maneie IS oe Alongside the usual guff about 

and . meee sentir seaterot ee ee _ Pr icatiteeon 

visitors from November-March, who ae se ae “ erruergs 
appreciate the mild climate enjoyedby | nea wamaetaacen=! cevereingas om 
the Island compared with their own harsh} the Isle of Skye. Certainly anyone 
winters further South. ‘who has ever battled up 
This is due to the predominent Coir’a’Ghrunnda or some such 
. maritime influence which creates very ‘place between November and 
“ mild temperatures, providing Skye with + March is likely to be both amused 
: less severe winters than Central Scotland 4 and bemused... 
or the South-east of England. i 
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In TACS it was romping naked in the snow. Now, 111 Bs 


TAC8, we hear of yet more sordid behaviour in our 
noble fills. 


Perversions of the Scottish hills 
No.2 - The open-air shite 


It has to be said that mountains are no respecters of 
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wwe cance, it appears that the beard 

% serves no other purpose than to 
give pleasure to the owner. The 
exact form of the pleasure can 
“ee include stroking, frightening cats 
“0% and dogs and trapping small mor- 
wwe sels of food. As a side issue there 
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* Chin Erogeny 


% Yet in spite of the unique nature of 
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see One can guarantee that if women 


normal physiological events, and there are numerous 3% 


testimonies to support this supposition. When normal 
physiological events meet representatives of the Nae 
Luck Dept, tragedy often occurs. 


One blustery autumn day, a lad is meandering up 
the Cobbler path, intending an afternoon on the 
spectacular trio of peaks. The only cloud on the 
horizon is our hero’s awareness of a certain urgent 
desire to move his bowels, as they say. Fortunately the 
path is littered with suitable boulders to lean against, 
and he takes the opportunity to relieve the increasing 


pressure. He scans the dramatic scenery to ensure # 


there are to be no unwitting spectators. He performs 
his ablutions, using a handy handful of grass 


to...er...um. He is pulling up his trousers and tighten- #% 


ing his belt when he happens to glance up to his left. 
To his horror, a party of nearly thirty children, 
accompanied by a trio of leaders, is watching in 
bemused silence. With growing anxiety, he realises the 
path now proceeds to where they are all standing, 


mouths agape. There is an eerie silence as he 


flounders past. Mind gibbering, our hero searches for 
something to say to break the unbearable tension. 


“Eh, this bit of the path is very muddy, isn’t it?”, he 
stutters. 


“Aye”, replies a spotty youth, “mind you don’t skid”. 


words: Jenny Davidson 
pic: Chris Tyler 
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we Well it's not going to continue; 
sees welcome to the beard awareness 
sve column. Next issue we will be 
S% publishing full facial anatomical 
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see coming out of the bothy and into 


Close encounters of the laird kind, No.2 


It’s time your ever-expanding, down-market readership stopped whining about landowners and looked to the appalling 
depredations inflicted on the countryside by our own kind. I’ll just spotlight the most glaring examples I came across 
recently: 


Staoineag: This place should be closed for two 
years at least to break the habit of drunken bums 
who stagger up, laden with booze, from Corrour 
Station for weekend piss-ups. Apart from all- 
night sing-songs, they cut down birch trees and 
attempt to burn them green. Recently, I found a 
bunch of bleary-eyed assholes hacking away at 
a newly-felled tree INSIDE the bothy. I don’t 
know who supplies saws to these places (the 
MBA?), but whoever they are need their heads 
looked at. 


Barrisdale: I arrived there the other week to 
find the honesty box plundered, the stove taken 
out because intrepid mountaineers had burned 
fenceposts, signs and part of the deer larder, and 
newly scorched patches on the camping area. All 
this only a quarter mile from where the owners 
have a project underway to regenerate a stand of 
Scots pine. Incidentally, the Nature Conservancy 
Council refused to help the project, which would have collapsed if the Army had not volunteered to fly in fencing and other 
gear by chopper. 


i I've beena i 
WILD RovER for 
Manes A YCAal-- 


Sourlies: Three teachers from some fancy school were ensconced there for a long stay. They had stuffed the notoriously 
temperamental fireplace with greasy garbage (they were living high on the hog). Loftily ignoring warnings from people 
who knew better, they put a match to the mess, effectively and instantly rendering the place uninhabitable as oily smoke 
billowed throughout. This happened first thing in the morning when tent folk were trying to cook breakfast away from the 
midges. The brainless trio were apparently ‘training’ a whole series of pupils who were outside on a semi-permanent 
campsite. 


Inveroran: The campsite at the bridge just down the road from the smashing wee inn has more burnt patches than grass, at 

least on the right side of the bridge. ‘That’s these West Highland Way buggers’ I hear you say. Maybe they have some part 

in it - but according to at least one local, weekenders cause most havoc. In fact, the vandalising of a JCB was alleged to 
have been the result of high spirits on 
the part of some off-duty polis on the 
skite. 


Now, about landowners: There’s been 
a lot of stuff in TAC recently about 
Private - Keep Out signs. Where are 
they? I have asked more than once. 
No-one has replied. In over 50 years 
on the hill I’ve never seen such a 
sign - nor have I ever been confron- 
ted by anyone disrupting my passage, 
so to speak. With my ugly, scarred 
mug, wild eyes and my _ usually 
dishevelled state, I’m maybe not 
everyone’s idea of a soft target, but 
surely in my regular wandering 
throughout the length and breadth of 
the Highlands, I should have seen a 
sign at least. I’ve had discussions with stalkers about how to keep out of each other’s way, but only once was there even a 
suspicion of possible conflict. He was a grumpy old keeper of the type who never wore stockings under his boots (you 
won’t see his kind again), and I was a grumpy, middleaged, temporarily lost padder. But, despite the mist and rain 
sweeping the high moor between Blair Atholl and Feshie, the encounter ended amicably enough. 


The point I’ve been trying to make is this: it’s no use bitching about Private signs without saying where they are. And it’s 
no use bitching about landowners when walkers go around acting like eejits. In fact, if I owned Barrisdale, none of you 
buggers would be allowed past Kinloch Hourn. And I certainly would not go to the trouble of compiling a book for 
Sourlies giving both sides of the argument about deer and access like the guy at Camusrory has done. So there! 


17 Jack Wills 


BRAES BEEFS: 
READERS’ 
LETTERS 


Dear TAC, 


Am writing this from a very wet 
and windy diving site on the south 
coast of Dorset. There are no hills, 
Corbett, Munro, Brown, black, blue 
or otherwise in the vicinity. Still I’m 
missing the quiet of the wide open 
spaces and spending many happy 
minutes underwater drawing 
parallels between _hillwalking and 
diving. The list is endless and until 
ithe putrid pink and furious fuchsia 
London types decided diving was 
a good larf, both sports seemed to 
attract the same high quality and 
off-beat sort of bedraggled (and 
some be-bearded) specimens of 
the human race. 


| have several good contacts 
should you wish to develop a 
waterproof version of TAC - useful 
for reading in the pub on wet and 
manky walking or diving days. 


Keep walking and talking, 
Christine Timmins, 
Weybridge, 

Surrey. 


Dear TAC, 


Passed yon John Smith MP 
(Munro-Plodder?) the other day on 
the Beinn Dearg path. The next 
Labour leader can’t even seem to 
muster the usual mutual 
acknowledgement that hillwalkers 
of all sizes and stations seem to 
manage. 


Perhaps he was pissed off that | 
was running past, or perhaps he 
hadn’t the pech as he looked fair 
puggled. 


| wouldn’t like to speculate on the 


ownership of the stately black Nis- 
san parked near the top of the 
private road either. (Aut you will 
anyway - Ed.) Surely a leader of 
the people hasn’t the privilege to 
such a Start on the riff-raff and a 
6k shorter day never mind the 
ascent? Or maybe Macgregor’s 
helicopter wasn’t available. 


Yours aye, 

George Waddell, 

Bishopbriggs. 

RR SE A 


Dear Editor, 


In| TAC7 Hugh Tooby writes: 
‘What gives a man the right to 
keep the rest of us off vast areas 
of wild open land just because he 
has @ fatter wallet?” - to which 
you added: “(Ora woman...)”: 


Access issues are | know complex, 
but | thought | understood most of 
it till now. Please explain to those 
of us less av /a/f with the subject 
why having a fatter woman gives a 
man the right to more land. If this 
is so | shall aim to marry a 30+ 
stone woman and thereby claim 
my share of land which | would 
maintain with access for walkers. 


Yours sincerely, 
Jock Strap, 
Glasgow. 


P.S. - You could then begin a 
personal column for mountaineers 
looking to marry fat women and 
claim their land. 


Ea. - A fat lot of good that would 
aol 


Dear TAC, 
Togetherness in the wild: 


During a recent wild camping trip 
in the Highlands with a colleague, | 
was lying beside my tent at 8pm 
quite happy in the knowledge that 
ours was probably the only tent 
within a three mile radius. 
Suddenly | noticed movement on 
the horizon and | watched with 
interest as two walkers came up 
the glen. As they approached | 
could tell from their conversation 
that they were from south of the 
border. My heart sank when | 
realised they were looking for a 
camp Site. 


| stood up as they approached and 
was about to tell them of a good 
spot half a mile up the glen when 
one of them said “We’ll come up 
behind you so as not to spoil your 
view”. Then with my emotions 
ranging from sadness to horror 
they put up a tent less than five 
paces from mine. 


My walking companion said he 
had seen this peculiar form of 
friendliness in England, particularly 
at car parks. He was visiting a 
tourist spot early in the day and 
was the first car in. When he 
returned half an hour later he 
discovered the second car in the 
car park was parked next to him. It 
was parked so close that he had 
difficulty opening the driver’s door. 


| mentioned this phenomenon to 
my brother-in-law who has 
experienced it in English camp 
sites, where with hundreds of 
spaces a small two-man tent was 
erected so close to his that the guy 
ropes were crossed. 


Were these just isolated 
incidences or have other TAC 
readers come across this peculiar 
English habit for togetherness? 


Yours, 
Robin L Calder 
Stirling 


Dear TAC, 


| write to alert the TAC editorial 
Staff of the risk they are running of 
alienating a loyal minority of their 
readership. Born and bred _ in 
Gloucestershire, a few years ago | 
ventured up to the Northern 
Wastes of Nottinghamshire, soon 
becoming /@/ an avid Grauniad 
reader and /@/) a rapid bugger of a 
bagger. 


In association with a (necessarily 
small) group of serious Munro 
cases, the Munro Pineapple 
Society (MPS) came to pass. 
Three of us are T-shirt-sporting 
TAC subscribers who bothy users 
and regulars at Nancy’s may know 
as Mad Martin, Bizarre Fish and 
Captain Corbett (his middle 
name’s not Norbert). 


Whot every self - respecting bayer 


weors under his ca Goule 


MPS claims full responsibility for all 
the rabid Bagspeak (TAC7) - and 
in addition to awarding pineapples 
to the meet’s leading bagger, we 
also confer, on the most sensible 
person, a ballcock (found by the 
shores of Loch Stack), while a 7ft 
long thick black spongy pipe 
(found at the foot of Ben Lui) goes 
to the person thought least likely to 
want it. The latter usually has to be 
caught and the restrained for the 
presentation. 


Obviously setting trends for TAC 
features, MPS also undertakes 
spontaneous sheep poetry recitals. 
From the slopes of Pen y Fan rose 
forth strains of: 


As / beheld 2 valley of sheep 


/ wondered which one to lake 
homme and keep. 


My eyes fell on one fairer than all 
the others 


But / thought, even so, they can all 
be my lovers. 


Bye, 
Simon Waddicor, 
Nottingham. 


Ea. - Bizarre right enough! Mind 
you, this MPS sounds an 
atogether more politically correct 
outit than the SMC or JMCS. How 
do / join? 


Dear TAC, 


Very clever of you, but you’re not 
getting away with it, making up a 
fake letter pretending to be from 
someone who likes Muriel Gray. | 
suppose you have to do it for the 
sake of balance, but it stuck out a 
mile. You’ll have to do better next 
time. Sarah Nelson, indeed. 


Yours sincerely, 
K.Rintoul, 
Aviemore 


PS - Single sex things are never 
much fun. On no account do an 
all-female TAC. (OA - Ea) 


PPS - Sarah Nelson, as everyone 
has spotted, is an anagram of 
HARNESS LOAN. (/fs also 
SLASHER ANON - while Murie/ 
Gray is A GRIMY LURE - Ed.) 


PPS - TAC7 was too bloody 
serious. (Wo /t bloody wasi‘t - Ea.) 


Dear TAC, 


Sarah Nelson’s comments on 
British Rail in TAC7 must be the 
daftest thing | have read since the 
Tory election leaflet. To say that 
BR are responsible for trespassers 
being run over because the 
Sprinters are too quiet is to argue 
like doddery old judges who say 
that rape victims are responsible 
for what happened to them 
because they wouldn’t have been 
raped if they weren’t female. If 
trains were to go slowly enough to 
protect weary homeward-bound 
baggers on the line, ScotRail might 
as well close the railway and run 
trains up the West Highland Way 
instead. And I’m sure most people 
living near the tracks prefer the 
Sprinters to the rumbling Class 
37s. 


Congratulations on your articles on 
access to the (non-rail-covered) hill 
land. Unfortunately any threats to 
our “right to roam” must be taken 
seriously. 


Yours, 

David W Summers 
Culloden, 
Inverness 


Ed. - We agree its ulimaley 
walkers’ own fault if theyve 
Hatiened, but wasn’t Slasher Anon, 
to an extent, agreeing also? There 
is a stretch of line immediately S of 
Tulloch where the viaduct needs to 
be used, by way of a metal 
catwalk, in order for the path 
beyond to be reached. Techricaly 
this Is wespass, but its sate 
enough and avoids the long tek 
found the road. Having sad that 
speaking with any adriver 
unfortunate enough to have 
killed someone on the ime - be 
they kids in the city or walkers on 
the Moor - should resolve any 
doubt as to where the cuppability 
really les. 


This land is your land... 


* Unknown hillwalkers of our time, No.1. The day of the Scotland squad’s arrival in 
Sweden for the Euro Championships, manager Andy Roxburgh is quoted thus: “It’s not the 
end of the world if you lose. Recovery is possible, but realistically you’re climbing 
mountains if you fail to take something from the first match”. From which it’s perhaps fair 
to assume that not only the bold Scots, but the much vaunted English squad will be seen 
slogging penitentially up various Bens, Sgurrs and Pikes over the close season. While 
pat ee spare time in the Land of the Rising Yen will be spent on the slopes of 
ount Fuji. 


* A weekend in May and the TV news reports on something called the “Scottish Rib 
Race”. No, not a Harpies & Quines gala - that’s the Scottish Spare Rib Race - but a 
highspeed romp between various westcoast islands in rigid inflatable powerboats. “Why do 
you do it?”, one reporter asks of the race organiser - a man who broke three vertebrae 
last time round. “Why do people climb mountains?”, he rhetorically replies. Now, forgive 
us if we’re wrong, but most folk climb mountains for peace and quiet, solitude, fitness, lack 
of pollution, etc, etc. Whereas these guys love nothing better than to pollute already 
overpolluted Hebridean waters with noise, diesel and yuppie lifestyles before heaving their 
overfed beerbellies and bankbalances back to the more southerly climes from whence 
they came. No difference, really. 


* In true investigative style, TAC has raked 74e Munro Show dustbins for choice 
pickings. Hence we learn that only two so-called “landowners” created a fuss about Muriel 
and the team filming the hills they purport to own. One, predictably, was the House of 
Windsor. ‘Nuff said. But the other, “Lord” Burton of the eponymous crap jacket empire, 
even went so far as to demand a £1000 fee for use of The Saddle. Not even that, but both 
he and his factor were only contactable in England - which, in the latter's case, is as 
inapposite as finding Bernard Matthews in the Birthday Honours List, or E/orado on the 
box of an evening instead of El Tel. 


* You know it must be midsummer when it’s Christmas in Veg/bours, when High Court 
injunctions rain down on New Age travellers, and when the Bell's Scottish Open TV advert 
returns to the nation’s screens. Know the one we mean? Mystical Clannad-type musak, 
plummy voiceover about Lyle, Woosnam, Faldo et al, softfocus camerashots of an osprey 
plucking a salmon from some idyllic Highland loch. A what??! Yes, an osprey - rarely-seen 
predator of a glen which doesn’t even harbour any more of its eponymous eagles. If it 
wasn’t that TV never lied, you’d think the ad agency got their Strathspeys confused with 
their Strathearns after downing one too many drams of the sponsor’s best. Or that they 
just think we’re plain stupid. 


* When the third leg of the World Mountainbike Grand Prix series recently came to 
Scotland, you might have been forgiven for imagining Lycra-ed sinews swarming all over a 
beloved hillside. The course was, however, along forest tracks in the gently rolling 
Strathpeffer landscape. Yet although hardly towered over by mountains, competitors 
complained long and hard that the rugged terrain wasn’t the manner to which they were 
accustomed. Even the prospect of bathing weary muscles in the town’s much vaunted 
Victorian spa waters was of no comfort. Eventually forced to brave the course, several 
shock results arose due to the aforementioned unique terrain. Legs one and two of the 
championship had been held in the well known mountain regions of Holland and Belgium. 


Next Issue: Lake District Special 
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